JOHN  FLETCHER

A smile is for a simpering novice,

One that ne'er tasted caviare,
Nor knows the smack of dear anchovies.

Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho!
A giggling waiting wench for me,
That shows her teeth, how white they be.
A thing not fit for gravity,
For theirs are foul, and hardly three.

Ha, ha, ha!

Ho, ho, ho!

Democritus, thou ancient fleerer,
How I miss thy laugh and ha* since.
There you named the famous jeerer,
That ever jeered in Rome or Athens.

Ha, ha, ha!

Ho, ho, ho!
How brave lives he that keeps a fool,

Although the rate be deeper.
But he that is his own fool, sir,

Does live a great deal cheaper.
Sure I shall burst, burst, quite break,

Thou art so witty;
'Tis rare to break at court,

For that belongs to the city.
Ha, ha!  my spleen is almost worn

To the last laughter,
Oh, keep a corner for a friend 5

A jest may come hereafter.

J. FLETCHER

From The Two Noble Kinsmen, 1634
Roses, their sharp spines being gone,
Not royal in their smells alone,
But in their hue;
Maiden pinks of odour faint,
Daisies smell-less, yet most qaaint,
And sweet thyme truej